io2                       Sonettes.

Safe thynkyng I,
Charibdis Rage to flye,
On Scylla Rocke,
in Bonyuall I dye.

C Commynge home warde out of Spayne.

?Ragyng Seas,

land myghty Neptunes rayne,

monftrous Hylles,
that throweft thy felfe fo hye,
That wyth thy fludes,
doefl beate the Ihores of Spayne:
And breake the Clyues,
that dare thy force enuie.
Ceafe now thy rage,
and laye thyne Ire a fyde,
And thou that haft,
the gouernaunce of all,
0 myghty God,

grant Wether Wynd and Tyde,
Tyll on my Coun-
treye Coafl, our Anker fall

1LTo L. Blundefton of Ingratitude.

fHe lytell Byrde,
the tender Marlyon,
That vfeth ofte
vpon the Larke to praye,
With great reproche,
doth ftayne the rnynde of man
If all be true,
that Wryters of her faye.
For fhe a Creature,
maymde of Reafons parte,
And framde to lyue
accordynge to her kynde,